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HEARTS OF GOLD,

A traveler hiet on Fasteom <amls,
Atrhirst apdd Taint, wiih failing breath,
Toke from his with fremiding hands
The sk thar s “twant Bl anddeath

He hastes to denin the priceloss drops;
Fhant s arew hoes madsd 3t o bis Bip,

When o low monn bo hears—anid stopas
Thete pn the grownd, with loling vip

O parotued toege, his onomed Tes,
Vantin st yod THTTELIT N

Pirwiing with his soft, Svrimn eves,
Bt paitbeit G his taster’s wilk

e whs haed Deornes him o
Firenm Ty = grites b
Adsag the shining, leve
U deseorTs while gs Dy

ft {0 strength
whay,

L3
He whenn hiks e anes enre=aad

A ting, by ihe Tringed paiima,
Andd el poned thie honest brenst
As ud b thelr nvior' S arme—

His dowetn = =ealed; fur, cre®he day
shndl aink below the moeking v

His e must close, and on the way
T Furmdise bis soul have passed;

And when he stamds by Allab's throne
The pecord of his r
This act of merey e

[
May dim the fuiresl pagy of grann;

Ko, covering Sp B Diee, he presesd
The ask numins? his comrnle's tongue—
As brave n dood of self reprossed
As ever yol was said or sung!

Years after, by camvan
Thal Journeyed sout bt he pilr wers found—
The sttevire] Deast, the mart ¥ r-man,
Bieached skeletons upon 1he ground,

As simplest things will oft unveii
The cherished secrets of the hoart,
The postire fokd s tonoer tile
O hvw the horo playod bis poact,

Not Emgrlish Sidnev’s fame shall glow
Maore Lrlghtly than this golden desd,
O Syrinn samds so long ago.
U ane who put aside bis necd,

That suffecing lips might feel no joss:
Amd though their Tuiths wers wude apart—
The ervsoent theoe, and bere the eros—
The pulse of every Bonest heart

Must thrill and thrill with hoty prade,

A run these tales through all (he Duode,
How Sjdney for his eotnrmbe dled,

And how dpon the dissert sands

The Syrian sank, in scorching noon,
A nantediss hero evermore—
In Mesliim ridwe pne samlal-shoon,
Yet Lhrist-like to his being s core!
—Hieten T. vlarke, in Wik timake.

—— .

MARTHA PHILLIPS,

She was dead.  An ol woman with
silvery hair, brushed smoothly away
from her wrinkled forohead, sad suowy
cap tied under her chig; a sad, iuiet
face: a patient mouth, with lines that
told of sorrow borne with gentle firm-
ness; amnd two withered, tired hands,
erosseil.  That was all

Who, looking at the sleeping form,
would think of love and romnnee, of a
heart only just healed of o wound re-
eeived lonz, long years ago.

Fiity vears she had lived under that
roof, & farmer’s wife.  If vou look on
that little plate oo her eoflin lid vou
will see  Aged seventy™ there, and she
wns only twenty when John Phillips
brought fwr bome & hride.

A half eentury she had kept her eare-
ful watch over her dairy and larder, had
made lutter and cheese and looked
after the innumerable duties that fall to
the share of a farmer's wife. And John
hadd never gone with bottonless shirts
nnd  undarned socks; had not eome
home 1o an untidy bhouse and scolding
wile,

But underneath her qguiet exterior
there was a story that John never
dreamed of. She did not marry for
love. When shie was nivelecn, a rosy,
bappy girl, n strunpger canie on a visit
to their villare, and thet summer wis
the brightest she ever knew. Panl
Goardner was the stranger's name: he
was an artist, and fell in love with the
simple viliage vl and won her heart;
and when be went awsy in the antuinn
they were betrothed.

“1 evme again in the spring.” e
sail. = 'Trust mé and wait for me,
Mattie, dear.

She promised to love and wait for him
till thie end of time, if needbe, and with
a kiss on ber guivering lips be went
awny.

Springtime came, and true to his
word Paul returued: he stayed only a
day or two this tinse.

»1 am gomg away in a few weeks to with white fave and folded arms, *

Ttaly to stude,” he said.

They 1enewed their vows and parted

put a tiny ring upon her finger, and cut
a little curly tress from her brown hair;
aud twolling her always to be true, he
went away.

The months went by, and Mattie was
trying to make the time seom short by
studvring to improve herself so that she
might be worthy of her lover when he
should come baek to make her his wife.

Une day she glanced over a nows
per: her eves wers  attructed by Ki';
name, and ‘with white lips and dilated

other.

= Married! Tuken another bride in-
stead of coming back to marry me! Oh,
Paul! Pan!t [ loved and trusted you for
this?"

She covered her face with her hands
and wept bitlerly. An hoor afterwards,
as she sat there in the

Inoking up. sawJohn Phillips coming up
the steps. e had besn to see her
often belore, bat had never vet spoken
of luve, and hul recvived no encoirage-
ment to do so. He was a plain, hanl-
working furmer, with no romance about
him, but madter-of-fact 1o the core,
His wife would get few careises or tun-
der wards. He would be xind enongh
—{iﬂ.- her plenty to eat and wear.

Now he seemed 10 have eome for the
the express purpose of asking her to be
his wite: for he took s chair beside her,

with tears and tender, loving words; he | me

eyes she read of his marriage 10 an- |

twilierht, she '
heard a step on the ﬁ:‘uvnl walk, and, |

Iyon_love ‘e well enough to wait fot |

She went and unlocked a drawer and

(twok out & pewspaper.  Unfolding it

and linding the place, she pointed to it

| with her tinger and he read the mar-
riage notice.

| **What of this?" he asked, as he met

her reproschiul look. +Oh, Mattie!

youthought it meant me. It is my

cousin. | am not married nor in love
with any one but vou”

*Are ven telling the troth™" she
| nsked, in an r. husky whisper. _

And then, as be replied “Itis true,”
she gave s low groan and sank down
into n chair.

Oh, Paul, forrive me?! [ didn’t
koow you had a cousin by the same
jname. | ought not o have doubied
youir, bt "twas there in black aud white

and—this man, my husband, cane,
and 1 macried him™

With bitter tears, shie told him bhow
all happened. With eclenched hands
he walked to and fro, then stopped be-
side the eradle and bent over the sleep-
ing vhill.

ch:nn he turned, and. kneeling before !
her, sail in a low voice: <1 forgive vou,
| Mattie: be as happy as you can.”  He
tovk both her hands in his and Jooked
steaddily, lovingly imto her face. His
livs twitched convulsively.  **l have no |
| right here —vou are another man’s wife.
 Ggod-by.  Gomd bless you!™

And she went down on her knoes

and after the usual greeting, reserving  beside ber sleeping baby and prayed
searcely a moment 1o take lreath in, | for strength, €y NOVer saw one ao-
began, 'in his business-like way. There | other again.

was no confession of love, no pleading, | Seventy yearsold!  ller stalwart sons
no hand-clasping. no tender plances: |and bright eved daughters remember
he simgty wanted ber; would she be | herns a loving, devoted mother, hor
his wife? | gray-haired husband as a most faithiul

Her lips moved to tell him she did | wifie.
not love him: but as she let fallher| - Never waswoman more patient and
eves from the crimson-hearted rose that | kind, and a5 good & housewife as ever |
swung from the vine over the window was,” he said as he brashed the back of
she caught sight of those few lines | his olil brown hand seross his ey es while
sgmin. | looking dewn on the peaceful }!wq!.

“Martied®"  she said to herself. | Apd not one of fhem ever knew of
** What can [doP He doesn’t ask me | the weary heart and broken hope that |
to love him. M I marey him I éan be 8 | had died in ber breast. noreven dreamil
true wife to him. and nobody will kuow | of the sad load she had borne through
that Paol ans jilted me." | life.—N. ¥. Graphic.

The decision was made. Her cheeks
were ashy pale as she Jooked up into |
hie eves and answered, quictly: “Yes, | et
1 will be your wife.” | The members of thi Cabinot some

Her parents were pleased that she | times have very smusing interviews
wis chosen by s0 well-to-do u young  with ladies; as the following will filus- |
man; so it was settled, and they were | trate:
married the same snmmer.  People |  Young Lady—+ Mr., Seerotary, | have
thought that she sobered down wonder- | ealled o see if you can tell me when
fully; more than that, nothing was aaid | Captain — is 10 be ¢ away, and
| that would lead any one tosuppose that | where he will go ta?”

“i' change had taken place. ] Secretary—*"1 really do pot know.
es, she had sobered down. She | Do von wish hiny ordered away™"
dared not think of Paul. Therewasno | Young Ladv—+ No, indeed”  (this
hope nhead. Life was a time to be with a very conscious look and a stight
tilled with something so that she might | increase in eolor); *only if you were |
not think ot hersell.  John was always | would like to know, you know. for yon
kind, but she got so wearied of his talk | gee,” pulling out her handkerehief snd
ol stock and crops, and said to herself: | putting her little gloved finger in her
1 must work harder, plan and fuosssnd | mouth—a in Maggie Mitehell—* you
bustle about as other women do, so that | know, Mr. —, now dono’t you!"’
1 may forget and grow like John,™ Seeretary—* How should 17

Two years went by. A baby slept in'  Young Lady—*Then I'll tell you™
the cradle and Mariha —nobody ealled | (this with a look of determination).
her Mattie but Paul—sat rocking with | = 'm going to marry him, and i vou
her foot us she knitted a blue woolen | are going to order him off, why we
stovking for the baby's father. There  want to get married hefore.  That is
was a knoek at the half-open door. all.”"

* Wil you be kind enough to direct | Seeretary—*1 have not thought of |
ma the nearest way to the village? | ordering him away, and sinee ho is goin
said a voice, and a stranger stepped in. | 1o engage in such pleasant business will

She rose to give him the rvjuired | not.”
| direction when he came quickly for-| Young Lady—**Oh! Mr. — ain't
wand. (¥ou good? Pm so glad. Now I'll have

— - —————

Calinel Recreations,

* Panl? | plenty of time to get ready.*”
« Mattie” | Another voung Lvly sends in per cand
His face lighted np and be reachoed ont | xd s admitted, when the following
his arms. ith & surprised, painful | @®lloquy takes place:
look, she drew back. F Young Lady—<1 have ealled to see
* Mr. Gardner, this is » most un- | if you wil! not give permission to Liou-
expected i l’lr:mmt —— to come here from A——7"

“Alr. Gardner?" hara?eﬂed; “ Mat-
tie. what do you mean !
h--n.m':, Lalln'l:ellul';:, if you please.™
she replied with digoity.

g

is Phitlips.”

Secretary—** Any of hisnear relatives
sick™ seanning her closely.

Young Ladv—** No, sir. His friends
My name ::nt Itn s¢e him s0 mueh, and you ean
| | have him come i you want to
* Phillips™' he echoell *Are you Secretary—* Oh! [ see how s If

married#* : you will say he is your sweetheart he
* These aro sirange words from you. ! shall some. ™
Paul “'-1""’“’"-’ did vou think I was  Young Lady—+ Yes, sir, he 8" say- |
waiting all this time for another | ine thi ith both bands hidi »
womne 8 husband?—that | was keepiog ] face. =ty hiding her |
my faith with one who played false s0  The Seeretary savs that he gave per- |
soun?’ , niission to that officer to eome, tele- |
~Played vou false’ Tam come as 1’ eraphing to him to that effect within
promised you. Thetwo years sre bubd the honr, All Seervtaries are wot Like
just passed, and | ambere to claim you. | the one we are speshing of, 20 younz |
| Why do you greet me thus®  Are you, ladies must not presume upon the |
| indeed, married. Mattie Gray ? above incidents, for they might not be |
| . She was trembling like an aspen leaf. |45 successiol as our two i friends
| For an auswer she pointed to the Syer, |

cradle. He came and stood before Koo e |
== mients, wagons, elc..
«Tell mo why you did this! Didn't | pays. g Sple < i

PERNONAL AND LITERARY,

—Millais is engaged upon 4 portealt
of Mr. Teunpson.

—The man who wrote the ibretto of
*Billes Taylor" is a mepotter on the
London Times.

—Messpa. Gilbert and Sullivan wie
going to eall thelr new opers *“|'a
tience” —the name of the dary maid be-
roine.

—Rumor has it that Miss Ewmma
Thursby, the charming American van.
tatrice, is ** engazed" 1o nGerman no-
bleman of immense wenlth,

—Mr< Julia Ward Howe thinks that
every teacher threatened with a redoe
tion of salary should beconse not only
a suffragist, but an apostie of woman
suffraze.

~Som# of Shakespoare' s play s are to
be performed in Loodon withoul seene-
ry. as in the oldun time, the imaging
tion of the audicnve being started in
the rizht direction by soch placards on
the Etnin wall ms A Room in Mae-
beth's Castle™ amd ** A Wooded Doll™

—Some of the most notable recont
booksof travels, recanling journeys of
no littls novelty and risks, have been
from the pens of ladies. Reason: be-
rause her deseriptive I_-ulmr- ars much
supesior o man's, andss & lolter writer
she has no peer.

—The Iate Ste N. Stockwell,
managing editor of the Boston Jowrnal,
mude public bequests amounting to
218,000, divided among nine religrons
anid benevolent institntaoms.  He hogan
life as & compositor on the Worcester
Sy, and Lis first work on the Jowrnal
was ab the ease.

—NMr. Benjamin Fitch, of Buffalo, N,
Y.. has just given to the Charity Organ.
izatiotn Society of that ity property
amotnting ta 820,000, It it be teed
by Mr. Fiteh's desire in founding and
maintaining an institution for the phys
wal, mornl anil intellectual honelit of
the poor of Bulfalo without distinction
of erecd or sex,

— Longfellow recontly remarked of
Hawthorne: ~He was a shy man, and
excendingly velined.  If nny one
thought be wrote with ease he should
have seen him as I have, seated at
table with and paper betore him,
perfectly still, not writing s word.  Un
onn oceasion he told me bhe hal been
sitting so for hours waiting for an in-
spiration o write, meanwhile lled
with gioom asmd an aiwost apathetio
despair.”

—_— e, e—

HUADROU'S,

—Now that measles are provalont,
mnthers as well as nstronomers ars look.
ing for spots on the son — Marcer!

t Lampomn.

—Indisns never drink to drown sor-
row. When they can get ansihinge to
irink they bave no sorrow to drown, —
Bastan Fost.

—The first sien of spring i the shiriek
of the hinsewile: “Wipe the mod of
your hoots before vou come in here. " —
New Havers Koyistor,

A true philssopber pever argues
He mentally concindes that bis oppoe
nent is an ass, and keeps his mouth
shut. —New Yirk Commercial Addver.

—A woman may be so sick all the
winler thal she ean't wear her pew
bonnet to church, but along towarls
the mddille of April she will manage to
crawl out of turn the honse apside
down, and eall it ** spring cleaning.”—
Nurristoswen Herald., .

—They had been engnzed 1o be mar-
ried fiftsen years and still he had not
mustersd up resolution enouzh W oss
her to name the bappy day. Opoeven-
ing be calivd in a vartwularly spoony
frame of mind, and ssked her o sing
hitg something tender and touching,
mmathi.z that would “move™ him.
She sat down at the plano and sans
*Dmriing, 1 am growing otl""—broot-

| tyn Bugl-.

~-Bul' s composition on the ridnoce-
ros: ‘The rinoesrus lives in Asber and
you Kant stick o pio In "im cntee his
werskit iz bilt ov ole stoves Wen a
rinucerns iz gonter be kild yo ms nl-
waze go up td him bnam beloge s ar
be'll kpo somethin ov it an’ by 1o
mitke 8 place for abullit to git n. Hiz
noze is gnt a upper todth that's zot =0
businez ware it ix and il nboy shood
set down on ithe Ueller sta pinsd up
with the I!'mah Cels h;ullli b ll‘!ﬂl won
pore. 'd mther be o poilisw: waE
a rinozerns, the' apose if 1 wus 1
‘woodent. - Fonkers t-azeite,




